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Firſt, tell the Story, then lets know, //+. 1,1 
If an y one will do ſo now. 


This op. Was 4 joll y Boy 
Born long before the Siege of Trey; 5 
I iiis Parents found the Lad was ſharp, 8 SEES 5 1 
And Taught him on the Ti Harp ; FO. 85 . 


And when grown fit for Marriage Lie, 8 5 N 
Gaye him Euridice to Wife. 85 1 | 780 
And they as ſoon as Mach was' made, „ 3 | | 
þ Set up the Ballad-ſinging Trade: . 8 N 25 8 x 
The Cunning Varlet cou'd Deviſe, 7 OF Wl 
For Country- Volk, ten thouſand Lies, 1 


Affirming all thoſe monſtious Things 


| ere done by force of Harp and Swings; 1 „ 
| 5 . 
„ OY EE Gould | 
| | 2 | ; / 7 
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They got an Honeſt Livelihood : 


* 


. - * 
Could make a Tyger i „ 
Tame as a Cat, and catch your Mice; 1 


Cou'd make a Lyon's Courage fag, 


And ſtrait coud Animate a Stag, 
And by the help of pleaſi ng Ditties, 


a Make Mill-ſtones run, and build up Cities ; ; 


Tho' others ſay Euridice 3 


Moy d, if ſhe pleas d, more Stones chan "Ih 1 
Each had the uſe of fluent Tongue, 7 
It Dice Roulded, Orpheus ſung. 
And fo by Diſcord without ſtrife, 


Compos d one Harmony of Life ; 
And thus, as all their Matters ſtood, 


Happy were Mortals could Fes be e 


From any ſudden Danger free ; "FEY 


But as theſe two went ſtrowling on, 
Poor Dices Scene of Life was done, 


Away her fleeting Breath muſt fly, 
Yet no one knows wherefore, or why ; 8 


This caus d a general Lamenration, 

Of all that knew her in her Station, 
How brisk ſhe. was ſtill to advance, | 
The Hope gain ad lead the be Dares, 


„ 


5 Happy were Poets could their Song, . 
The feeble Thread of Life prolong, k g WR 


( 
In every Tune obſerve her Trill, 


Sing on, but change the Money Nil . 57 


| Orpheus beſt knew what Loſs he had, 
And chinking ont fell almoſt mad, 
And in diſpair to Linus ran, 
Who was eſteem d a Cunning-Man ; 
*Cry'd, he again muſt Dice have, 
© Or elſe be buried in her Grave; | 
Quo Linus, © Soft, refrain your ſorrow, -1 
What fails to 1 Day may ſpeed to morrow : 


© Thank you the Gods for w ns rs 


* And don't fall out with your fat Capons, > 
© Tis many an honeſt Man s Petition, 


7 © That they might be in your Condition; 


If ſuch a Bleſſing might be 5e . 

6: To change a Living Wife for Dead, 
Ide be your Chapman, nay, I'de ws 
« Tho' I gave Forty Pounds to ee, 
c Conſider firſt, you ſaye her Diet, gh. 
1 Conſider next that now ſhe's quiet; 
c For, pray, what was the all along, 
© Except the burthen of your Song ? 
| c What tho' your Dice S under Ground, 
vet many a Woman may be bound, 


WhO in your Gains if ſhe may 8 | 


8 Truſt we, will quickly make your hearr-gke ; 


ee | 


1 


1 * 11 Content, as Widdoner Mou d, 
c The Gods beſt know what's for your good. 
7 Orphens no longer cou d endure 
Such Wounds Where he expected Cure. 
Ist poſſible, ſai he, and can, 
That Noble Creature, Marry'd Man, 
ein ſuch a Cauſe be fo profane; 
< Ile flee from him as I would Death, 
K Whom from my Dice took her Breath, 
Which ſaid; he ſoon our-ſtripe 1 the Wind, 
- While puffing - Boreas lagg'd behind, . 
And to Urgandus's Cave he came, 
A Lady of prodigious Fame, 
* Whoſe hollow Eyes, and „ Be, 
. N Made common People call * Wirch; 
= Down at her Feet he proſtrate hes, 
„ Wh Trembling Heart, and blubber d Eyes. 
< Tell me, ſaid be, for, ſure, you know 
© The Powers above, and thoſe below. 


r 


1 Where does Euridire remain 2 2 
o ſhall 1 fetch her back again? 

I 2 She ſmiliogly replyd, „IU tell 

; | Be © That eaſily without a Spell, 5 | : 
© The Wife you lookffor's gone to Hell. 
C _  _ © Nay, never ſtart, Man, for 'tis ſos - 


* $6 Except one i bred Wife, or two, 
Ge The faſhion i is for all co 89. Not) 


oa > FE 
N ot chat ſhe will be D Damn d nere fear, | 
But ſhe may get Preferment there. 


endes ſhe might be fry d in Pitch, 
<If ſhe had been a bitter Bitch; 


eIf the had leapt athwart a . 
| ©And afterwards had broke her Wed. 
© But your Euridice, poor Soul, 
Was a good harmleſs Fool; 
| Except a little condition 
Was always painful in her Calling; 
8 And I dare truſt Old Pluto for t, 
She will find Fayour in his Court: 
c But yet to fetch her back, that ſtill | 
Remains, and may be paſs d my skill. 
Nay, tis too fad a thing to jeſt on, 
youre the firſt Man that ask d the Quetrion 
«ForfHusband's are ſuch ſelfiſh Elves, | 
They care for nothing but. themlelyes. 
© And then one Rogue cries to the other, 
Since this Wife's gone e en get another: 
Tho moſt Men let ſuch Thoughts alone, 
And ſwear they've had enough of one. 
e gut ſince you are ſo kind to Dice, | 
F ollow the Courſe that I adviſe ye, 
Een go to Hell your ſelf and try, 
The Effects of Mulick's Harmony; 


* 
* * K ? 
= 4 % 


» 


% 


25 
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(8) 
For you will hardly find a F riend, 
< Whom you in ſuch a Caſe may ſend ; 
< Beſides Dame Priſerpine has been 
© The briskeſt Dancer on the Green, 
85 Before Old Pluto Raviſnd her, 
Took her to Hell, and you may ſwear. +; 
* Sh has had but little le Muſick there; 3 
, For ſince ſhe laſt beheld the Sun, YEE 
Her merry Dancing Days are done, 
And ſhhas a Colt's Tooth, I warrant, i 
„ And will not diſapprove your Errand, 
Ws Then your Requeſt does Reaſon ſeem, 
« For what's one ſingle Ghoſt to them ? 
Tho thouſand Phantoms end Invade ; ye T 
75 paſs on, faint heart ne er won fair Lady ; 
« The Bold, a Way will- find, or make, ? 
76 Remember; tis for Dice J ſake £: TY 
N othing pleasd Orpheus half fo well, 
As News that he muſt go to Hell: 115 
The i impatient Wight long to be * ONE 
As moſt Men ſeek their own Undoing, ws 
Ne re thought on what he left N 
Never conſidering he ſhould find, 
Scarce any Paſſengers beſide 
Himſelf, nor could he hire a Guide: 
-E c Will Muſick dot, cryd be, ne er bed, 
© My Harp ſhall make the Marble bleed, 
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6 3 .& 9 ; | | | 5 \ 
My Harp all Dangers ſhall reniove, 
And cure all Flames but that of Love; 


gandus Paſport to the Devil; 
Her Paſs ſhe kindly to him gave, 


And bid him 'noint himſelf with Salve, 


Such as thoſe hardy People uſe, 
Who walk on Fire without their Shooes,  - 
Who, on occaſion, in a dark Hole, 


Can gormondize on lighted Charcoale: | +; 
Oan drink eight Quarts of burning Fuel, 
As Men 1n Flux do Wo nel, 


And bid him then go to thoſe Caves, 
Where Conjurers keep Fairy Slaves, 
Such little Creatures as will baiſt _ . 


A Kitchen Wench for being naſty: 
But if ſhe neatly. ſcowr her Peweers | 


| Gives her the Money that's due t her. 5 


Orpheus went down a narrow Hole, 


That was as dark as any Cole; 
At length he did ſome glimmering ſpy, . 


By which, at leaſt, he might diſcry 


Ten thouſand little Fairy Elyes, 


Who were there ſolacing themſelves, 


. All ran about him, cry d, O dear, | 
Who thought to haye ſeen: Orpheus here, 
© "Tis chat Queens Birth-day. which you 


% 


-_—* kneeling begg d, in Terms moſt Civil, 


Fe And you are come as lucki ; "ls: 


„ou had no Ballad, but we boughe Ts, 
Pay d Dice when ſhe little thought it, 


When you beneath the Yew. Tree fat, | 


b, 


- £ We've come, and all danct round your Hats 


© But whereabouts did Dice leave ye |! 


oy 


© He had been welcome, Sit, believe * 


0 + Orphevs, twixt Diſdain nou Fe ear; 
D 


© Theſe little Chits wou d make one ſwear 
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| Hands of the Monkeys hold the. faſter, 


Go Wards, Quo Oterne do not flinch, 


NE 


eie) 
. my Croſia, 
And laugh at mine, and Dices Lofſes,, 


« Sirrahs, Im going to your Maſter; - 


For every Time youſtir we pinch; 
gut if you! decently {it down 
cle firſt equip you with a Crown, 
© Then for each Dance, and, for each Song, 
„Our Pence a piece all Night long, 
Orpheus that ſaw no Remedy, 
Made Virtue of neceſſity, _ 
Tho all was out of tune, their Diver 
Did only hinder his advance. 
Each Note that from his Finger fell, 5 
Seem'd to- be Dice 8 . „ 


; Ger op e 4s nuke he a | 


© Quo' Mah, we here — Strangers ſeldom) 


But, Sir, to what we have you're welcome: 
Madam, they ſeem of light Digeftion, 


© Is it not rude to ask a Queſtion ? 
What they may be, Fiſh, Fleſh or Fruit, | 


| Fan Minuite. 


© Sir, 


A el As been nicely dr,, 


© By one {mall Atom of the Sun. "LE TOP 
© Theſe are Fly's Eggs in Moon-ſhine Poachd; 


hy © This a Elea's Thigh in Collops ſcorch'd, 


"© 'Twas hunted: Yeſterday in the Park; 
© And like ro hare ſeapd us in the dark, | 
This a Niſſu entirely new, © 


Butterfly s Brains diſſolvd in Dew; 


© Theſe::Lover's Vos, theſe Courtier's Hopes, 
5 to oy” FO re gan 
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| Theſe ſucking Mites, a Gloy-worm's Heats 


This a delicious Rainbow - Tat. 
Madam, 1 find, they re very nice, 
And will digeſt within a. trie; 

I ſee there's nothing you eſteem, 


444 fil 44 12 * 
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75 1130 1 


That's half fo groß as our Watco, iy: vs 


And I infer. from all theſe Meats, 


7 4 


That ſuch light Suppers keep clean, Shows: 
| But Sir, faid ſhe, perhaps youre, dry; 57 
Then ſpeaking to 4 Fairy by, i RT I”. 
Vou ve taken care my dear Anke ti ee } 


Alls ready for mk FAG 14 555 


. * ; 
A drop of Water newly dunn: 


Freſh from the Roſie Finger morn. 

A drop of Milk that's gently preſt 

From blooming Hebey early Breaſt. - 
With half a one of: Capid's Tears, / 
When he in Embrio firſt appears. | 5 
And Honey from an Infant Beere 
Nakes Liquor for the Gods and Me. 

ä * Madam, ſays he, ont pleaſe your Grace, © 
© Im going to a Droughty place. | 
And if I ant too bold, pray charge hare” 
„The Drought I have be ſomewhat e. | 
Bring me, ſays he, a mighty Bowl, 45 
Like Orberous capacious Soul, 


And then fill up the burniſh Gold 
C Wich juice that makes the Britains bold. 


EN; This from 7 Barley Corns I 0 £ 2 


It's Years was 7, and to the view 
Its clear and ſparkle fit for you. 


But ſtay, 
When I by Fate was lalt time bee, 


To act my Part in rother World, 
1 ſaw/ſome Sparks as they were Drinking, 
With mighty vis? and lithe N 


. — 


* 9 „ * 


Their | 


